MEMOIRS OF MY 3DEAB  LIFE

over to the comer of the caf4 and cutting a piece

and putting it away* She said she would eat it be-
fore going to bed, and that would be two hours
hence, about three. While talking to her I thought
of a cottage in the South amid olive and orange
trees, an open window full of fragrant air, and this
girl sitting by it.

*fi I should like to take you south and attend upon
you.'*

" Fm afraid you would grow weary of nursing me*
And I should be able to give you very little in return
for your care. The doctor nays I'm not to love
any one."

We must have talked for some time, for it was like
waking out of a dream when Gervex and Mademoi-
selle D?Avary got up to go, and, seeing how inter-
ested I was, he laughed* saying to Mademoiselle
D'Avary that it would be kind to leave me with my
new friend. His pleasantry jarred* and though I
should like to have remained, I followed them into
the street, where the moon was shining over the Lui-
embourg Gardens* And as I have said before* I
dearly love to walk by a perambulator in which Love
is wheeling a pair of lovers; but it m to find one-
self alone on the pavement at midnight. Innte&d of
going back to the cafl I wandered on* thinking of
the girl 1 had neen* and of her twrtain death* for the
could not live many months in that caf& We mil
want to think at midnight, under tlit moon, when
the city looks like a black Italian engraving* and
poems come to us as we watch a nwirling river. Not
only the idea of a poem          to rot that night, but
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